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Your course securely steer,
West and by South forth keep;
Rocks, lee-shores, nor shoals
When Eolus scowls,
You need not fear,
So absolute the deep.
And cheerfully at sea,
Success you still entice
To get the pearl and gold ;
And ours to hold
VIRGINIA
Earth's only Paradise.
Where nature hath in store,
Fowl, venison, and fish;
And the fruitfull'st soil
Without your toil,
Three harvests more,
All greater than your wish.
And the ambitious vine
Crowns, with his purple mass,
The cedar reaching high
To kiss the sky;
The cypress, pine,
And useful sassafras.
To whom the golden Age
Still Nature's laws doth give,
Nor other cares attend
But them to defend
From Winter's age,
That long there doth not live.
When as the luscious smell
Of that delicious land,
Above the sea that flows,
The clear wind throws,
Your hearts to swell,
Approaching the dear strand.